 “Bhidget, why o
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. NEW YORK JOURNAL, SUNDAY, JUNE 20,

1897,

“Dear Doctor: I took one bottle of your ner-
vineg, and it has made a new woman of me.
Yours, DAISY UPTODATE.”

The Scheme That Failed.

“How would you like to make a little money "
asked the natty young man, addressing the
weather-beaten boatman of the Bronx,

“Flrst-rate, stranger,” replied the bronze-faced
Charon, making room on the rude bench under
the slinde tree.

“Well, there's a five-spot In it for you if you'll
help me out with my little scheme,” continued

the young man, with a mysterious wink, “You °

woe that girl in the plaid shirt-waist, standing up
on the bank under the Lig beech? Well, she'll be
worth $200,000 when her oid man drops off. I
want to. marry that girl, undeérstand? T've been
11 leve with her two years now, bot I'm not sat-
isfied with the progress 1 am making. She's a
rather romantic little thing, and I guess if I
conld do something to make her think I was a
hero that she'd just throw herself into my arms
and consent to live on $15 a week until the old
gentleman coughed up his pile.”

“But how kin 1 help yer out? queried the puz-
gled boatman.

“1 was just coming to that,” returned the mys-

terlous young lover. “Oan't you fix one of those
boats of yours so that it will fill with water and
gink about the time we get out In the middle of
the river? 1 can swim like an eel, so there'll be
un fefir about my gettlng the girl ashore all right.
When she recovers she will think I am the great-
eat hero that ever lived, and T wouldn't be sur-
priged {f we got married on the way Mome. Isn't
it a jim-dandy of a scheme?™ .

“There gin't nuthin th' mattér with th' scheme,
young feller,” replied the boatman, “an’ I'd go into
it if I 'was sure there was nuthin' th' matter with
you, but I got kotched on a hook like that onct an'
I aint bitin' at th' same bait th' second time,"

“How’s that,” inquired the young mau.

*It was this way, see?" Some years ago a feller
like you brought a gal up here an’ give me th'
same song aud dance. 1 Uit like a sucker. Well,
blame me, when th' boat sank in th' middle o' ti'

“erick I 1l feller dlidn't swhn ashore an’ leave th’

gul go to th' hottom.”

“Couldn’t hesave ber’ asked the would-be hero.

“Didn't wanter” sneered the bostman, “Fhat
gal was his wife, an' th' boat racket was cheaper
than a divorce. It was a close shave fer th' pair
o' us, an' 1 come nigh hevin' th' Coroner's jury
muke g presentment that wud hev had me in-
dicted. Now, young feller, you might be all right,
but I ain't takin’ no chances.” p3!
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GREEN GOODS FOR GITY FOLKS.

*Jest a poetic name to impress them city

for all it's wuth."
Ip thz South Sea Islands.
MISSIONARY-—You say this morn-
ing’s offeratory was large. What did
it amount to?
ABSISTANT—A& basket of yams,
twenty-three pearls and seven good-

‘sized gold fillings,
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Properly Described.
NED—Isn't the waltress pretty?
TED—Yes; quite fetching, 1

PP,

THE FARMER AND THE -FIGHT.
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MILLION A MINUTE .=
X ' “Then the old Dlock was & stick.”

GALLANTRY IN BLACKVILLE.
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“yor the lan’s.sake, Urigh, what be that sign you're puttln’ up on the dog’s house?™
peaple; We must work this real estate boom

Cight on the Dgpths. _
~ BPINKS—Some epigrammatist says
that “verity Is nudity." What ean
the idiot mean?
JINKS—O, that's evident encugh.
{ It's ouly his way of talking about the
naked truth.

Made of poor Timber. -
“He 15 a ehip off the old block™

“wpil jest get Inte dat hammock an' do de con-

templdtion aet”

. Resented.
CAQTUS CHARLEY—I heerd you shot a ten-
derfoot in yer place lag’ night.

SURE SHOT SAM (proprietor of dance hall)—

Yep. 1 couldn't athod bis Inkinuations

' CACTUS CHARLEY—What @id be Insintiate?
SURE SHOT SAM—Asked me if we danced

aothin’ but squdte dances. T quickly convinesd

the crowd that everything fu my pluce is square.

poxry
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. Was g a Ngw York Giant?
FI,BST_BASEBALL PLAYER—I am tived of
this hard Tack. I wish things would begin fo

SECOND BASEBALL PLAYER—You'(d muff
‘em i they did,
e e §
~ Food for Refigetion. _
 REV. MR. LONGLIPP. (anxiously)—How did

you like my substifute's sermou lost Sunday, | -

P

- ‘and railronds.

*Wal, If here aint SBally Boftsonp coming. [I'IY

have one on her"

Who 8o Brave as to Follow?”
FLO—T)o yon know, I had the most unpleasant
sort of an adventure to-day. A would-be masher
followed e for bibcks, and there wasn't a police-
man anywhete In sight to appeal to,
GLADYS—Dear me!l How did you escape from
him? 2
FLO-I went Into the first dry goods store

where theré was a bargain sale going on,

_
Edueation.

“You graduated from the cooking school in a
month,  Prefty short tiine In which to learn so
extensive an art, wusa't LT _

“Well, vou know 1 was proficlentyin #rench be-
fore.”

Al e;a;pi@. )

BROWNE—New  York ls full of skyscrapers

' exclamation of astonishment.

‘wonder, Then, with an hysterical ery that

HUGH (just rejected)—Here's a problem for
you, Miss ‘Jinny.'

VIRGINIA (the firtatious)}—H'm?

HUGH—What relation am [ 1o all yqur other
brothers? \

He Won the [eiress.

The helress surveyed her titled sultor with cold
disdain,

“No, my lord,” she sald, slowly and distinetly,
“I cannot be your wife™

“But why?" queried his lordship, with the per-
sistency of a man who would faln resuscltata
dying bhopes.

“Because,” she answered) *1 do not love you
1 am an Amerlean girl, and a true American girl
warries for love nlone. Your empty title bas for
me no attractions whatever. The glitter of &
coronet does not dazzle my eyes, and for me thers
1s more glary In the knowledge that it was my
grandfather’s business ability that won for my s 1
family its present wealth and socla]l standing :s
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than in the anclent lineage of which you seam 8o |
proud.” " _r
“But ouly think for a moment,” pleaded the no- W
bleman, “of the many desirable advantnges that Wew
would be yours if you sbould mary me. Why, =
you could even live at court if you so desired.” ij
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“I do not- desire 1" o
The Inst scion of an ancient rece arose and .|‘I
flecked a few specks of dust from his knees, =
Then be spoke, and Lis voice was strident with
deapuir. . J"'

“It is lmpossille for me to express the depth, ot
of my regret at your decision,” he sald. “Llove
you sincercly, Often have I pictured your besms |
tiful face amid the ancient splendor of my castle
home, and many a night {n my dreamss I have
seen you pedallog gracefully along my magnifi-
cent bieyele path™— o

The Heiress Interrupted his rémarks with an -

“Yorr—ert—what?" she ashed, nefvously, *L° |
dldn't quite understand.”

“My superb bicyele patly” replied his lordﬂ':b.- =
proudly, “I recently had constructed through the
the estata.” V S

A moment the bezutiful girl stood in silest

achieved a large ciremlation through the amblent ,‘
atmosphere. and struck the noble tympanum of
this llustrious representative of a foreign aris- *
tocracy with & sound like the ciink of Ameriean

dollars, she threw hergelf unteservedly into hiw -~
willing arms, £
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